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A LIFE  ON  THE  OCEAN  vVAVE. 

:by  HENRY  RUSSELL. 


pin-  On  iliis  nn  chang  ing  shore...  Oh.  five  me  the  flush  - mar  brine.,  The 

. 1, ike  -I lie  o cean  bird,  our  In.ine  "ell 


foam,.  Like  an  <•  • cean  bird  set  free., 
be While  the  winds  and  the  wa  - ters  rave,  A 


•life  on  the  heav-ing 


spray  and  the  tern  - pest  roar!. . 
find  far  out  on  rhe  sea!.-., 
home  on  the  bounding  wave!. 


A life  on  the  o • cean  wave... 

A life  on  the  o - cean  wave... 

A life  on  the  o - cean  wave... 


A home  on  the  roll  - ing 

A home  on  the  roll  - ing 

A home  on  the  roll  - ing 


deep!...  Where  the  seat  • tered  wa  - ters  rave;...  And  the  winds  their  rev_^  els  keepl... 

r Tif  n 


V 1 


Bonnie  Sweet  Bessie,  the  Maid  o’ Dundee. 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 


COMIN’  THRO’  THE  RYE. 


> 


BONNIE  LADDIE,  HIGHLAND  LADDIE 


Charles  Walker. 


THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SCOTLAJSU). 


Ajtoxymous. 

Andante  moderato. 


1.  Oh!  where,  tell  me  where  is  your  High-land  lad  - die  gone  ? Oh  ! where, tell  me  where  is  your  . 

2.  Oh  [where,  tell  me  where  did  your  High-land  lad  - die  dwell  ? Oh ! where,  tell  me  whore  did  your 

3.  Oh ! what,  tell  me  what  does  your  High-land  lad  - die  wear  ? Oh ! what,  tell  me  what  does  your  > 

4.  Oh  1 what,  tell  me  what  if  your  High-land  lad  be  slain?  Oh  I what,  tell  me  what  if  your 

! r— ! i 


High-land  lad -die  gone?  He's  gone  with  streaming  banners  where  no  -ble  deeds  are  done,  And  it’s 
High-land  lad  - die  dwell  ? He  dwelt  in  bon-nie  Scotland, where  blooms  the  sweet  blue  bell,  And  it's 
High-land  lad- die  wear?  A bon -net  with  a lof-ty  plume, and  on  hisbreasta  plaid,  And  it’s 
High-land  lad  be  slain  ? Oh,  no!  true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bringliim  safe  a-gain,  For  it's 


be  his  guard  and  bringliim  safe 


im 

»»  » , ,= ,1  „ 

«Wn£iy™e;airt  1 gone  with  streaming  banners  wherenolde  deeds  are  done  And  it’s 

j ? “y  teJAV0  e Iiiy-  laddie  well.  He  dwelt  in  bonnieScotlaml,  where  blooms  the  sweet  blue  bell  And  it's 
Ki  • .In  o e iny  Highland  lad.A  bonnet  with  a lofty  phmie.nnd  on  his  breast  a nlaid  Audit’s 

oh  my  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  slain, Oli.no  1 true  love  will  be  liis  guard  and  bringliim  sSre  again.  For  it  s 8 

If— y* 

f>' 

T ^ era.'  ' 

«*  i . 

u>  9 

oh,  in  my  heart  I wish  him  safe  at  home, 

oh!  in  my  heart  I lo’e my  lad-die  well, 

oh!  in  my  heart  I lo’e  my  Highland  lad. 

oh ! my  heart  would  brc-akif  my  Highland  lad  were  slain. 


BONNIE  DUNDEE 


8ib  Wauu  Scott. 
AUtgrtUo. 


1.  To  the  Lords  of  Con-ven-tion  ’twaa 

2.  Dun  - dee  he  is  mounted, he 

3.  There  are  hills  beyond  Penfcland.and 

4.  Then  a - wa’  to  the  hills,  to  Hie 


Claverhouse  spoke  :Ere  the  King's  crown  gpdow'  there  are  crowns  to  be  broke, Then  each  cay  - a - Her  who  loves 
rides  up  tlio  street, The  bells  they  ring  backward, the  drums  they  are  heat, But  the  provost(douce  ffianjsaid,"  Just 
lands  beyond  Forth, Be  there  lords  in  the  south, there  are  chiefs  in  the  north  {There  are  brave  Duinnewassels  t hvee 
to  the  rocks.Ere  I own.  a u-sur-  per  I'll  crouch  with  the  fox;  And  tremble,  false  whigs,in  the 


honour  and  me^Let  him  follow  the  bonnets  of  Bonnie  Duudee.Come  fill  up  my  cup, come  fill  up  my  can.Comd 

o'enlet  it  be.  For  the  toun  is  weel  rid  o’  that  de’il  o’  Dundee."  Come,  etc. 
thousand  times  three, Will  cry, “Hey  for  the  bonnets  o’  BonnieDundee.”  Come,  etc. 
midst  o’  your  glee, Ye  hae-  no  seen  the  last  o’  my  boimets  arid  me.  Come,  et( . 


. 


BEN  BOLT. 

Words  by  Thomas  Dunn  English,  '39. 


Music  by  Nelson  Kneas^.( 


BELIEVE  me,  if  all 
THOSE  ENDEARING  YOUNC  CHARMS. 


Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


Music  by  Davenant. 


1.  Be  • lieve  me,  if  all  those  en  - dear- in'g  young  charms,  Which  I ga2e  on  so  fond  - ly  to. 

2.  It....  is  not  while  beau  - ty  and  youth  are  thine  own,  And  thy  cheek’s  un  • pro-faned  by  o 


Beautiful  Isle  of  Somewhere 


MUSIC  BY 


THE  BONNIE  BANKS  «T  LOCH  LOMONJ 


. 


THE  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMIN, 


nr*u«  r,'iTv>nhpll<4  are  cor 




Wc^«,®n-,  '-ho,  ?:&  ::S::S 

2.  The  Campbells  are  com-in,  o - -•  •-*  Th  com.in',  o - ho,  - o - ho,  The 

3.  The  Campbells  are  rom-m’,  o - ho,  o ho,  11  J ■_■ , SS! 


- ho.  Up  - 

- ho.  Great 

ss  ==SS  sfcsK : - - * - - *• 


hon’-nieLocWe  - °„  1 & “o 

Campbells  are  cont-in’ To  bon  - me  Lock- le  - ™,TheCampbe  s 0 . h0,  „ 


^TT^ndsI  lav  I fa/R-on  the  LomondsI  lay,  I lay,  J look-ed  down  to 

on  the  LomondsI  lay.  I HPemakestha  cann0ns  and  guns  to  roar;  Wi’  soundo’  trumpet 

-HV'--n  -fTi'1  f I f i-e^asa 


S»-r-g-gtrr  f. . J"  AW  j 1 


bonnie  Loclileven.andsaw  three  bon  - nie  pip  - ers  play, 
pipe,  and  drum, The  Campbells  are  cornin’  ,o-ho,  o - lio. 
in  the  wind, The  Campbells  are  cornin’, o-ho,  o - lio. 

- 


j & % **  mp  * * 5 1 1 1 


Mcderalo. 


COME  BACK  TO  ERIN. 


(CLARIBEL, 


1.  Como  back  to  E - rin,  Ma-Vour  - neen,  Ma-vour,-  ncen,  Como  back,  A • room,  U> 

2.0  • ver  the  green  sea,  Ma-vour  - neon,  Ma-vour-  neen,  Long^shono  the  while'  sail  that 

3.  Oh,  may  tho  an  ■ gels  o’  wok  ■ 

mp 


Watch  o’er  my  bird 


land  of  thy  birth,...  Come 

bore  thee  a - way, Rid  • 

land  far  a - way And 


the  sham  - rocks  and  spring- 
the  white  waves  that  fair 
my  pray'rs  will  con  - sign 


time,  Ma-vour  - 
sum  - mer  morn  - 
to  their  kee'»  - 


Darling  nelly  gray. 


mm 


my  poor...  Ncl  • ly  Oroy,  Ibey  havo  Ink  - ea  yoij,  n - way.  And  I'll 

my  dar  - ling  ' Nol  - ly  Oroy,  up  in  heav  - on  ihorc,  they  say,  That  they  II 

m m 9 

IE= 


d*-J k 

* * S - t 


- cr  see  my  dnr  - ling  an  - y more; 

- er  take  you  from  me  an  - y more-. 


I’m sit-tir.g  by  the  fiv  • er  and 

I’m  a com-ing— com-ing — com-irig,  as 


feSEjgg 


Ifai 


j.  ...  n>  > — 

>■  *=* 

E==?— 

’ Z>  * * 

weep  - ing  all  the  day,  For  you’ve  gone  from  * tho  ol 

an  - gels  clear  the  way.  Fare  - well  to  the  ol 

:■  : 5-  f.  m . p . t 

* -f-  -s? 

d Ken  - tuck  - y shore. 

[ Ken  - tuck  - y shore. 

\'s2foj—r *: — V-r-y--:.  1 
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DIXIE  LAND 


Dan.  Emmet, 


P Allegro, 


1.  I wish  I 

2.  Old  Mis  - sus 

3.  His  face_  was 


■was  in  de  land  ob  cot  - ton,  Old  times  dar 
mar  - ry  “Will  - de  - wea  - ber,”  Will-ium  was 
sharp  as  a butch-er’s  clea  - ber,  But  dat  did 


am  not  for -got- ten, 
a gay  de  - ceab  - er ; 
not  seem  to  greab’er ; 


Looka-way!  Look  a -way!  Look  a -way!  Dix-ieLand,  Old  Mis-sus  act  - ed  the  fool  - iah  part,  And 


Ear  - lv  on  one  froa  - ty  morn-in,  Look  a-  way!  Look  a- way!  Looka-way!  Dix  - ie  Land. 

»r.  ss  r.^i  as  a* 

CnoRUS 


, 

Den  I wish  I was  in  Dix  - ie,  Hoo-ray!  Hoo-ray!  In 


Dix  - ie  Land,  I’ll 


¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 


immm 


¥ ^ ^ a tpqtt  A - wav  down  south  in  Dix  * ie. 

way  down  south  in  Dix  - ie,  . A ■ way,  A - way,  A^  way  do^  ^ 

' ' ' 


4 Now  here’s  a health  to  the  next  old  Missus, 
And  all  de  gals  dat  want  to  kiss  us ; 

Look  away  '.etc., 

But  if  you  want  to  drive  way  sorrow, 
Oome  and  hear  djs  song  to-morrow, 

Look  away  l etc., 


6 Dar’s  buck-wheat  cakes  an’  Ingen’  batter, 
Makes  you  fat  or  a little  fatter ; 

Look  away ! etc., 

Den  hoe  it  down  an  scratch  your  grabble. 

To  Dixie’9  land  I’m  bound  t^JS^bble, 
Look  away  l etc,. 


FLOW  GENTLY,  SWEET  ALTON4. 


BURN6. 

Andante. 


Piano. 

aostenulo. 


B Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides! 

How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave 
As  gath’rintf  sweet  flow’rets  she  stems  thy  clear  wave. 


C Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  amang  thy  given  braes. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  ot  my  lays;  . 
My  Mary’s  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 

Flow  gfcntly,  sv/ect  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream 


1.  Flow  gcnt-ly,  sweet  At  - ton,  a - mang  -hy  gi  i ^ ® M „i,ist-ting  blackbirds  in 

2.  Tlioa  stock-dove, whose  ecli-o  rc-sorinas  through  tl  e , • pL  marked  with  tlio  ‘ corns- cs  of 

3.  now  lot-  ty,  sweet  At -ton,  thy  neighbour -mg  ''“wh«'c  wild  in  the  woodlands  the 

4.  How  pleasant  thy  hanks  ami  green  val  - leys  be _ low,,  Whe.c  wnu  in__  _ 


song  in  thy  praise;  My  Ma  - ry’s  a - sleep  by  thy  mur-mur  - ing  stream,  Flow  gent- ly,  sucet 

von  tliorn-y  den,  Tliou  grecn-frcshed  lap-whig, thy  screaming  for  - hear,  I charge  you  drs  - 

clcar-wind-ing  rills!  There  dai  - ly  I wan  - del-  as  morn  ris  - es  high.  My  flocks  ami  my 

prim-ros-cs  blow!  There  oft  as  mild  evening  creeps  o - ver  the  lea,  The  sweet-seent-od 

ill 


Af  - ton,  dis  - turb  not  her  dream, 
turb  not  my  slum  - ber  - ing  fair. 
Ma- ry’s  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 
birk  shades  my  Ma  - ry  and  me. 


God  Save  the  King. 


Art-,  by  QEOROE  ROSEY. 


Gently,  Lord, 0,  Gently  Lead  Us.  ^ 


Andante  La 


HWTDSfGTO'WER;  OR  “ WHEW  YE  GANG  AVA,  JAMIE.” 


home,  sweet  home. 

Words  by  John  Howard  Payne.  Music  by  Sir  Henry  Bishop. 


fete 


,s.i  fxJSr*/- j 


ds=t 


1.  ’Mid  pleas  - ures  and  pal  - a - ces  though  we  may  roam, 

2.  I gaze  on  the  moon  as  I tread  the  drear  wild, 

3.  An  ex  • ile  from  home,  splen-dor  daz  - zles  in  vain; 


j: 

t { 

Be  it 

ev 

er 

And* 

feel 

that 

Oh,  give 

me 

m. 

m 


_ q_j i HR— i — i , N— )v, 

— H 

--1 1 

~:  ~ri 

j=F=i=‘^S=S- 

c*  • 5 

"I 

: 4 *-« 

hum  * ble,  there’ 
moth  • er  now 
low  - ly  thatch 
-p- 

no  place  like  home;  A c 

thinks  of  her  child;  As  she  1 

d cot  • tage  a - gain ; The  b 

* » -r— . 

-| |~ C-  ■%&— 

Lp=-"V 

iarm  from  the 
ooks  on  that  n 
irds  sing  - ing 

pP  •£  £ 

kies  seems  to 
loon  from  our 
gai  - ly,  that 

B -• 

-C2 pe. — 1«— 

hal  low  us 
own  cot  • fcage 
came  at  my 

z p— 

Lf  -p— f J 

Ep  r nr- 
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Refbaik. 


there,  Which,  seek  thro’  the  world,  is  ne’er  met  with  else-wheve.  i 

door,'  Thro'  the  wood  - bine  whose  ira  - grance  shall  cheer  me  no  more,  t Homo,  home, 

call,  Give  me  them,  and  that  peace  of  mind,  dear  - er  than  all.  > 

— -&■ 

-! — -f—  m m tr>  • rro 


sweet,  sweet  home, 


There’s  no 


place  like  home,  Oh,  there’s  no'  place  like  home, 

Bi  Bz 


JUANITA 


Andante. 


1.  Soft  o’er  the  foun-tain,  Ling’riug  falls  the  south-era  moon ; Far  o'er  the  moun-tain, 

2.  When  in  thy  dream- ing,  Moous like  these  shall  shine  a-  gain,  And  day -light  beam  ing 


P tenderly,  fit 


Ask  thy  soul  if 
Let  me  lin  - ger 


-we  should  part ! 
by  thy  side  1 


Ni-  ta! 
Ni-  ta! 


Lean  thou  on  my  heart. 
Be  my  own  fair  bride  1 


KJLLARNEY 


Mountain  paths  and 
But  man’s  faith  can 
Ev  * ’ry  rock  that. 
Mail  - y-voiced  the 


Em  • ’raid  isles,  and  wine 
Mav  sug-gest-  a pass 
With  such  bright  and  va 
Makes  each  sound  a hui 


Kil-lacAey’s  lakes  and  fells, 
nis-fal  - len’s  ru  - in’d  shrine 
place  else  can  charm  the  eye 
sic  there  for  Ech  - o dwells, 


Bounteous  na-ture  loves  all  lands; 
Cas  - tie  Lough  and  Lie  - na  bay, 
Vir  - gin  there  the  green  grass  grows. 
With  the  charmful  tints  be  - lowk 


woodland  dells, 
ne’er  de-elinc, 
you  pass  by. 
cho  - rus  swells, 


ev  - ’ry-where;  Foot-prints  leaves  on  ma-ny  strand 
Ea-glesnest;  Still  'at  Mu-cross  you  must  pray, 
5 na  - tal  day ; Bright-hued  ber-ries  daff  the  snows, 
bove  to  vie;  All  rich  col- ors  that  we  know, 


In  thatE  - den  of  the  west, 
There  would  fain  pro-long  life’s  span 
Doubt  if  E - den  were  more  fair, 
Glane  -ing  back  soft  light  di  - vine, 


THE'  LAND  O’  THE  LEAL., 


Lady  Nairn*. 


1.  I’m  wear -in*  a - wa’,  Jean. Like  snaw-wreatlis  in  thaw, Jean,  I’m  wear- iu’  a - wa’  To  the 

2.  Ye  aye  were  leal  and  true,  Jean,  Your  task’s  end-ed  noov  Jtan,  And  Til  < wel-comeyou.  lo  the 

3.  Then  dry  that  tear-fu’  e’e,  Jean,  My  soullangstobe  free,  Jean,  And  angels  wait  on  me  To  the 


pf>  * 


legato. 


n\  BONNIE 


1.  My  Bon  • nie  lies  o • ver  the  o • cean,. 

2.  Last  night  as  I lay  roy  pil  - low, 

3.  Ohl  blow,  ye  winds,  o • ver  the  o - cean, 

4.  The  winds  have  blown  o • ver  the  o • cean. 


My  Bon  - nie  lies  p - ver  the 
Last  night  'as  I I lay.  on  my 

And  blow,  .ye  > winds,  o • ver  the 
The ‘winds  have  blown,  o • ver  the 


My  Bon  - nio  lies  o - ver  the  o cean, Ohl  bring  back  my 

Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  pil  ■ low I dreamt  that  my 

01,1  blow,  ye  winds,  o • ver  the  o - cean,, Andbring  back  my 

The  winds  have  blown  o - ver  the  o ■ cean, And  bro  t back  my 


MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


Wor^s  and  music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 


- : 

1.  Bring  the  good  old  bu  - gle,  boys!  we’ll  sing  an  - oth  - er  song  — Sing  it  with  a 

2.  Plow  . the  dark  - ies  shout  - ed  when  they  heard  the  joy  - ful  sound!  How  the  tur  - keys 

3.  Yes,  and  there  were  Un  - ion  men  who  wept  with  joy  - ful  tears,  When  they  saw  the 

4.  “Shcr-man’s  dash-ing  Yan-kee  boys  will  nev  - er  reach  the  coast!”  So  the  sau  - cy 

5.  So  . we  made  a thor-ough -fare  for  Free  - dom  and  her  'train,  Six  <■  ty  miles  iu 


A 3 a ^ 

js h 

W 4 ij.  * * 

spir  - it  that  will 
gob  - bled  which  our 
hon  - ored  flag  they 
j rcb  - els  said,  and 

lat  - i - tude— three 

ms-Zz  *— £■  r 

' -Jr<X 

start  the  world  a - long — 
com  - mis  - sa  - ry  found! 
had  not  seen  for  years; 

’twas  a hand-some  boast, 
hun  - dred  to  the  main ; 

« 5— S 

Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  it, 

low  the  sweet  po  • ta  - toes  e - ven 

lard  - ly  could  they  be  restrained  from 
dad  they  not  for  - got,  a - las!  to 

rrea-son  fled  be  * fore  us,  for  re- 

HrTrZ-\ 

«■  '"*•« 

c % c 

*  U ■ y — 

* 

Chorus. 

V !*_ 


fif-tv  thou-sand  strong, While  we  were  march-ing  tto  Geor  • gift.  ' 
"start-ed  from  the  ground,  While  we  were  march-ing  thro  Geor  • gift, 

breaking  forth  in  cheers,  While  we  were  march-ing  thrp  Geor  - gift, 

reck -on  with  the  host,  While  we  were  march-ing  thro  Geor  - gift? 

sist  ance  was  in  vain,  While  we  were  march  ing  thro  Geor  - gia. 


Hur-rah!  hur-rah!  we 


The  Maple  Leaf  for  ever. 


In  dTvs  of  yore,  from  Bri- tain's  shore,  Wolfe  the  daunt-less 

O At  Queens-ten  Heights  and  Lun  - dy’s  Lane,  Our  rave  , - e , 

3, Our  fair  Do  - min  - ion  now  ex  tends  From  Cape  B»e  to 

4.  On  mer  . ry  Eng  - land's  far- famed  land  May  kind  Hea.ven 


he  - ro  came,  And  plant -ed  firm  Bri  - tan-nias  flag,  On  — 
side  by  side,  For  free -dom,  homes,  and  loved  ones  dear,  Firmly 
Noot-ka  Sound; May  peace  for  ev  - er  be  our  lot,  And- 
sweet- ly  smile;  God  bless  Old  Scot  - land  ev-  er-more,And_ 


Ca-na-da’3  fair — do- 
stood  and  no  - bly 
plen  - teous  store_  a . 
Ire  - land’s  Em-er-ald 


main.  - Here  may  it  wave,  our  boast,  our  pride,  And  joined  in  love  to. 

died-  And  those  dear  rights  which  they  main-tained,  We  swear  to  yield  them 

bound:  And  may  those  ties  of  love  be  ours  Which  dis  - cord  can  - not 

Isle!  Then  swell  the  sohg,  both  loud  and  long,  Till  rocks  and  for  - est 


gether, 

never! 

sever, 

quiver 


The  This- tie, Shamrock,  Rose  en -twine  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

Our  watchword  ev  - er  - more  shall  be,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

And  flour- ish  green  o’er  Free-dom’s  home,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

God  save  our  King, and  Hea-ven  bless  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 


CHORUS. 


1.  The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  dear,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 

2.  The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  dear,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 

3.  The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  dear,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 

4.  The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  jm-blem  dear,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 


ev- 

er! 

God 

ev. 

er! 

God 

ev. 

. er! 

And 

ev- 

. er! 

God 

ili- e >.x 
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save  our  King, 

and 

N r r 

Hea-ven  bless  The 

‘ 1 

Ma  - pie 

Leaf 

-J— 1 

for 
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ev  - er! 

save  our  King, 

and 

Hea  - ven  bless  The 

Ma  - pie 

Leaf 

for 

ev  - er! 

flour-ish  green 

o’er 

Free-dom’s  fiomef,  The 

Ma  - pie 

Leaf 

for 

ev  - er! 

4ave  our  King, 

and 

Hea  - ven  blesq  The 

Ma  - pie 

Leaf 

for 

ev  - er! 
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Massa’s  in  de  Cold  Ground 


Words  and  music  by  Stephen  O,  Foster. 


Written  by  Robert  Todd 


O CANADA! 


Melody  by  C LAVALLE8. 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


Words  and  Music  by  S f EPHEN  C FOSTER. 


~0— 

1.  Gone  aj:e  the  days  when  my  heart  was  young  and  gay . Gone 

2.  Why  should  I weep  when  my  heartshould  feel  uo  pain  ? Why 

3 Where  are  the  hearts  once  so  hap  • py  and  so  Lree  <*  The  chil 


0 » ' 


are  my  friends  from  the 
do  I sigh  that  m) 

■ dreri  so  dear  that  I 


V ■ 


Melody  by  S.  C.  Foster. 

Solo. 

> — 


OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 

Harmonized  by  E.  J.  Biedertrtftnn# 


1.  Way  down  up -“on  the  Swa-  nee  Riv  * er,  Far,  far 

2.  One  lit  - tie  but  a-mong  the  bush-  es,  One  that 
Chorus 

Tenoi:  3.  ^ 


■ way,  There’s  where  my  heart  i3 
love,  Still  sad  - 1 y to  my 


PP  Humming. 
Basses. 


ms 


r 


turn  - ing  ev  - er,  There’s  where  the  old  folks  stay; 

mem  - ’ry  ' rush  - es,  No  mat  - ter  where  ^ I rove. 


All  up  ■'ncl  down  the 
When  shall  I see  the 


ES35 


Chords. 


the  world  am  dark 


aod  drear  - y, 

> fe. 


Ev  • ’ry  • where  I 


1^  ^3],  1 ~ — | * f 
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. 0 dark-ies,  how  my  heart  grows  wea  - ry, 

Ip — -J  S'  » ? St- 
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Far  from  the  old  folks  at 
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THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET 

Samuel  Woodworth, 


f:  7 s 


% ' 


- f How 
l The 


to  this  heart 
chard,  the  mead 


are  the  scenes 
ow  the  deep 


of  my  child  - hood,  Wnen  fond  rec  * ol  * 
tan-g!ed  wild  - wood.  And  ev  * ’ry  loved 


lee  • tion  pre  * sents  them  to  view!  ) f The  wide-spread-iug  pond,  and  the  mill  that  stood 
knew;  ) \ 1 


spot  which  my 


The  cot  :>f  my  fa  - ther,  the  dai  * ry  - house 


by  it,  The  bridge  and  the  rock  where  the  cat  - a - ract  fell;  j The 

«>on  tli a nidA  buck  - et  that  buns  in  the  well.-* 


old  oak  - en 


buck  - et,  the 


’ ' U 

Ton-bound  buck-et,  The  moss  - cov-ered  buck  - el  that  huog  m the  well 


h s ;l> > !fi  i 5* ‘8 


2 The  iwess-covered  bucket  I hailed  as  a treasure, 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  field, 

I found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield. 
How  ardent  I seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell, 
Then  soou,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  welL 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iTon-bound  bucket,  , 
The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  welL. 


3 How  sweet  from  the  gieen,  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 
A9,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  ray  lips  ' 

Not  a full-blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it, 
Tho’  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sip 
And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  habitation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 

As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father’s  plantation 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  huDg  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 

■ Tho  moss-covered  bucket  which  hangs  in  tho  #11 


RULE,  BRITANNIA! 


Words  by  James  Thomson.  Music  by  Dr.  Thomas  A.  Arne. 


Maestoso.  niP 


RULE,  BRITANNIA! 

2 


sang  this  strain 

of  them  all. 

na  • tive  oak. 

thy  re  - nown. 


Brit  • on 3 nev  * • er  will  be  slaves." 


tan  • nia,  rule  the  waves; 


RED,  WHITE  AND  BLUE 


Words  by  David  T.  Shaw 


..  . ...  Bri  - tan-nia,  the  pride'  of  the  0 - cean, 

2.  When  war  wing'd  its  wide  dc-s  - o - la  • tion, 

3.  The. . . Na  - tion’s  proud  ban  - ner  bring  hith-er, 


The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
And  threatened  the  land  to  de  - form, 
O’er  Brit  - on’s  true  sons  let  it  wave; 


of  each  pa-triot’s  do-,  vo-tion  A....  world  of  - fere  hom-age  to  thee; 


The  shrine  of  each  pa-triot’ 

The  ark  then  of  free-dom’s  foun  - da-tion, 
May  the  wreaths  they  have  won  nev-er  with  - er, 


Bri  - tan-nia,  rode  safe  thro’  the  storm; 
Nor  its  glory  cease  to  shine  on  the  brave; 


rn  -s 
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With  the  gar-lands  o 
May  the  ser  • vice 

s-f 
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akeho  - roes  as  - 
f vie  - t’ry  a - r 
i - ni  - ted  ne’er 
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em-ble,  When..  Lib  - er  • ty’s  form  stands  lil  view  ; 
ound  her,  When  so  proud-ly  she  bore  her  brave  eresv. 
sev-er,  But...  hold  to  their  col  - ors  so  true; 

Li 
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Thy  . . . ban  - ners  make  tyr  - an  - ny 
With  her  flag  proud-ly  float  • ing  be  - 
The Ar  - my  and  Na  - vy  for  - 

..  „ ...  ...  fl  . . 
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trem-ble,  When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue; 

'ore  her,  The  pride  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue-, 

ev  - er,  Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue; 
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When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

The  pride  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue,  v 

of  the  red,  white,  and  blue,  /Lv  ^ 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

*-  -f-  _ 


ROBIN  ADAIR. 


Bcbks.  Irish  and  Scotch  form  oi  Melody. 


SILVER  THREADS  AMONG  THE  GOLD. 


Ddr-.ling.l  am  growing  ofd,. 

When  -yonrhairis  sil.ver  white, 

Love  can  ne-ver  more  grow  old,.. 
Love  in  always  yonng  and  fair,_ 


Sil  _ _ver  threads  a.mong  the  gold. 

And  your  cheeks  no  long-.er  bright. 

Locks  may  lose  their  brown  and  gold;.. 
What  to  ns  is,  siL— ver  hair. 


r,  k.  * N 

j Shine  up. on  my  brow  to 

•/.  With  the  ro.ses  of  the 

3.  Cheeks  may  fade  and  hoi.  .1 

4 . Fa  - - ded  cheeks, or  steps  gr 



My; 

ow  grow',. . . 
own  slow, 

Life  ts  fa-. ding  fast  a-. .way; 

I will  kiss  your  lips,  and  say_ 

Hut  the  hearts  that  love  will  know 

To  the  heart  that  heats  be  - - low? 

, LU-1 

/1.  But,  my  darling, yon  will  be,  will  be  — 

9.  Oh!  my  darling, mine  a lone,  a- -lone — 

3.  Ne.-.ver,  ne.ver  winter’s  frost  and  chill: 

4.  Since  I kiss’d  you  mine  a lone,  a --lone. 

Chorus.  Darling,  I am  growing  old, 


Al . . ways  young  and  fair  to  mer 

Yon  have  no.  .ver  old- - er  grown, — 
Sum.  finer  warmth  is  in  them  still  — 
You  have  ne- .ver  old  - .er  grown — 
Sil  .ver  threads  a - raongthe  gold. 


1.  Yesl  my  darling, yon  will  be 

2.  Yes!  my  darling, mine  a done,.. 

3.  Ne ver  winter’s  frost  and  chill,. 

4.  Since  1 kiss’d  yon  mine  a lone,. 

Shine  op  - on  my  brow'  to  day; 


Al  - . ways  young  and  fair  to  me . 

Yon  have'  ne.-ver  old-.er  grown! 
Sum _ me r warmth  is  in  them  still.— 
Yon  have  ne-.ver  old-.er  grown — 
Life  is  fading  fast  a.  . way* 

O 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA'S  HALLS. 


STAR  OF  THE  EAST. 


( MELODY , STAR  OF  THE  SEA.) 


Smiles  of  a Snv-iourare  inir-ror’d  in  thee'  Glimps-es  of  Heav’n  in  thy  lipht  _ we  6ee! 


STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 


1.  Stars  of  the  sum  - mer  night, 

. Moon  of  the  sum  - mer  night 


Far  in  yon  az  - ure  deeps,  Hide,  hide  your 

Far  down  yon  west  - ern  steeps,  Stub,  sink  Id 


gold  - eu  light,  She  sleeps,  my  la  dy  sleeps; 
sil  - ver  light,  She  sleeps,  my  la  - dy  sleeps; 


sleeps,  she  sleeps,  my  la  - dy  sleeps, 
sleeps,  she  sleeps,  my  la  - dy  sleeps 


THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 


Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


1.  >Tis  the  last  rose  of  snm-mer,  Left  oloom-iDg  a - lone;  All  her  love  - ly  com - 

2.  I’ll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one.  To  pine  on  the  stem,  Simte  the  love  - ly  are 

3 g0  Soon  may  I fol  - low,  When  friend-ships  de  - cay,  And  from  love’s  shin  - ing 


TRAMP! TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


.Words  and  music  by  Ceo.  F.  Root. 


Then  YouTi  Remember  Tie 


A nil  ante  can /"bile. 


Words  and  music  by  M.  W.  Balfe. 

_J J ■ L 


=*- 


1 "When  oth  • or  lips  ami  oth  • or  hearts  Their  tales  of  love  shall  tell, 

o When  col '.I  • ness  of  Jo  • ceit  shall  slight  The  beau  • tjr  now  they  prize, 
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days  that  have  as  hap  • py  been.  And  you  11  re 

such  a mo  - inent  L...  but  ask,  That  you  11  re 


mein 

mem 
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SCOTS,  WHA  HAE  WI’  WALLACE  BLED 


Burt  NS. 


1.  Scots, wha  bao  vi’ Wa!  - lace  bled,  Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  af  - ten  led,  Wei -come  to  your 

2.  Wha  would  be  a trai  - tor  knave?  Wha  would  fill  a cow -aid’s  grave?  Wlia  saebaso 

8.  By  op-pres  - sion's  woes  niWpains,  By  your  sons  iu  scr  - vile  chains, 

: r i S~ 


We  will  drain  our 

' * — 8 i— 51 — 


TENTtNG  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND 


WHEN  YOU  AND  I WERE  YOUNG,  MAGGIE. 


I -wandered  to. day  to  the  hill,  Maggie, To  r -watch  the  scone  be.  _ _ low;  The 

A ci_  _ty  so  si  _ lent  and  lone,  Maggie,' Where  the  yoang  and  the  gay  and  the- best,  In 

They  say  I am  fee  _ble  with  age,  Mag.gie,  My  steps  are  less  sprightly  than  then.  My 


creek  and  the  creaking*  old  mill,  Maggie,  As  we  used  to  long  a.  _ -go.  The 

po_  .lish’d  white  mansions  of  stone,  Maggie,  Hate  each  fmmd  a place  of  rest,  Is 

face  is  a well  _ writ.ten  page,  Maggie,  Bat  time  a_  . -lone  was  the  pen.  They 

CH.OlOJS.And 


green  grove  is  gone  from  the  hill, 
bnilt  where  the  birds  nsed  to  play, 
say  we  are  a.  _ged  and  gray, 
now  we  are  a.  . god  and  | grey, 


Maggie,  "Where  first  the  dai.  _ sics  sprung;  The 

Mag.gie,  And  join  in  the  songs  that  were  sang;  For  we 

Mag.gie,  As  sprays  by  the  white  breakers  flang;  Bat,  to 

Maggie  And’the  tri_  _als  of  life  ncar.lj  done  Lotus 


creak  _ ing  old  mill  is 

m as 


sang 


me,  you’re  as  fair 


u re  as  ....  as  you  were 
of  the  days  tliotaro  gone, 


Maggie, Siitho-jou  and  I were  young. 

Mag.gie,  “When  you  and  I were  yonug . 

Maggie , "When  you  and  X were  yonng. 

Maggie  "When  you  and  1 were  young. 


YE  BANKS  AND  BRAES  O’  BONNY  DOON. 

3un 

a 4. 


BUBNS. 

. Andante  canlabile. 


ihse§^=i 


EjgE^ 


hon  - nio  Doon,  How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair  ? How  can  ye  cliaunt.ye 
bon  - nie  Doon,  By  mom-ing  and  by  even  - ing  shine  To  hear  the  birds  sing 


1 nuTnsB 


nk 


- . - 

lit  - tie  birds,  And  I’m  sae  wea  - ry  fu^  o’  care  ? Ye’ll  break  my  heart,  ye 

o’  their  loves  As  fond  - ly ' once  I sang  o’  mine.  Wr  light  - some  heart  I 


o’  their  loves  As  iona  - ly  once  i sang  o mine.  y»i  ugiiv-owyw  * 
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war  - Wine  bird,  Tliat  war  - bles  on  the  flow  - ’ry  thorn,  Ye  mind  me  o'  do  - 

stretch’d  my  hand,  And  pu’d  a rose  - bud  from  the  tree;  But  my  fauselov  - er 
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part  - ed  joys,  De  - part  - ed  nev  - er  to  re-turn, 
.stole  the  rose, And  left  the  thorn, the  thorn  wi’ me. 


James  Hogg. 


WHEN  THE  EYE  COME  HA.ME. 
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